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anyhow the car wasn't mine. Spiritually I
folded my arms and adjusted ray three-
cornered hat. 'Race the engine/ I said
curtly. We did and with the result that
we raced into the ditch. Fortunately it was
a time of tense emotion in which the mere
mention of my chief's name produced
another car at the nearest country house.
But it was necessary to telephone to the
Pavilion Hotel at Folkestone, explaining the
reason for my delay and also to persuade
the new chauffeur to keep the headlights on.
If there is a Zeppelin raid, he objected,, we
shall be accused of being spies. There was,
and we were, but at least we reached
Folkestone before midnight.
The hotel lay in sheeted quiet with never
a light showing, thus resembling the whole
town. I was shown up to my host's apart-
ment. He received me with that princely
courtesy of which Arnold Bennett speaks in
Those United States. He was not merely an
amiably great man. He was a favourably
disposed member of a ruling dynasty, receiv-
ing an emissary, however humble, of a
friendly power with suitable international
courtesy. Such poor drinks as the hotel
afforded, his great gesture indicated, were
at my command, and if, I reflected, there
were larger cigars in the world they must
be reserved for the use of elephants. When
I had overcome the embarrassment naturally